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POEM 


A Verſe may reach him who a Sermon flies, 
And turn Delight into a Sacrifice. Herbert. 
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To Hs GRACE 


Lord Archbiſhop of DUBLIN. 


May it pleaſe Your GRACE, 


* 
* 
„* 
— 


Good, and the Great, to whom can 1 more properly in- 
ſcribe the following Lines than to Your GRACE, who 
have ſo emmently diſtinguiſp d Tour Self by thoſe Glorious Qualities 
which conſtitute a truly Great Man? I mean, my Lord, a becoming 
Zeal for Tour Holy Religion, and a Love for Your Country. 


The Crown, my Lord, could have no leſs in View than the Good 
of Mankind, in raiſing Tou to that exalted Station in which we ſee 


In ſhine : And as Tour indefatigable Labours for the Welfare of 


thoſe committed to Tour Charge, and Tour extenſive Charity, have 
fully anſwerd its Expectation, ſo I may ſay wuhout Flattery, that 
Ton are never better plea“d than when Jou have it in Tour Power to 
do Good to the reſt of the World. | . 


The great Number of Churches which Tour Grace has not only 
beautified, but largely contributed towards raiſing them from the 
Ground, will be Fu many Monuments of Your Piety to After- Ages ; 
and there will come a Time, my Lord, when Impartial Poſteruy will 
think it ſelf obliged to do that 5 to Jour Memory, which is de- 
uy d Ion at preſent by on who think it more meritorious in Them- 


eir Churches, than in Others to Build Them. 


WII II 1 


S Poetry in all Ages has claim'd a Protection from the 
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The DE DICATION. 


5 It is no eafi: Matter to adorn even a Pri vate Life: Bat, my: 
Lord, to aft in Publick with the Eaſe of Retirement ; not only to 
Protect, but Perſonally to Enrich the Commonwealth of Learning; 


to Benefit Religion by the Prevalency of Tour Example, and the 


State by Tour Advice: In a Word, carefully to withſtand the leaſt 
Encroachment made by Presbytery on une Hand, and with an un- 
daunted Reſolution 10 oppoſe (even at this Fine) the too viſible 


Advances of Popery on Ihe other: Theſe, my Lord, are Actions 


worthy the Firſt, the. Greateſt of Patriots. 


I need not acquaint a Perſon of Tour Grace s Penetration, bow 
nice and difficult a Thing it is to touch a Subje& of this. Nature 
with any Degree of Exattneſs : But tho? the Preſent ] here make 
Tou may not prove ſo Worthy, as I could wiſh it, of Tour Grace's 
Acceptance; yet funce the following Poem is written with a View ra- 
ther to mend the Reader's Heart than to pleaſe his Fancy, I bope 
upon that Account it may claim the more favourable Regard, © 


My Lord, 


That Tou may long enjoy Tour Health, and that Tu may be Happy, 
is not only the Wiſh, but indeed the Advantage of all thoſe who 
have at Heart the true Intereſt of this Church and Kingdom ; among 
whom, as I have an unfeigne d Regard for Your Perſon, and a Vene- 
ration for that Holy Order of which Tou are ſo bright an Ornament, 
give me Leave to offer Tou, that I am with the greateſt Refpeft, 


— — tas - 


Your GRACE moſt Obliged, 
moſt Devoted Humble Servant, 


RICHARD DANIEL, 


* 
* - ” : 5 
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and the Preſerver. 
3 I; | 
Ov ING of Heay*n, Celeſtial Flame; 


GOD the Creator. 


I own thy Pow*r, Thou lovely Gueſt , 
Numbers ſmooth and ſoft inſpiring, 
I bid Thee welcome to my Breaſt : 
Unfold thy rich Harmonious Store, 
And to my Mind thy Warmth impart : 
Give me to feel thy pleaſing Rage, 
And let thy Sacred Fire diſtend my Heart. 
And thou, my Lyre, reſume thy Lays, 
And thro' thy painful Silence break, 
To ſing the Great CREA TORꝰs Praiſe; 
 ?Tis he who calls, my Lyre, Awake: 
Proud of the Theme, reſume the Lay 
For Him, whom Earth and Heav'n obey: 
Each Note ſhall bear the hallow'd Name around, 
And to Superior Worlds convey the diſtant Sound. 
Parent of all Created Things, 


From whom this Scene of Nature ſprings, 
To our charm'd Sight thy Pomp diſplay ; 
Open all thy Heav'n of Day; 
-- > Amidſt thy ſhining Guards be ſhewn | 
The Glitt'ring Holt who grace thy Throne: 
For Thee their Golden Lyres they ſtring 5. 
Of Thee in ſweeteſt Numbers fing; 
Confeſs Thee Gop, and hail Thee KING. 8 


„ 


On ISRAE Ps Foes to execute thy Rage 

Intent, and waiting for thy high Command: 
Whether deſignꝰd to blaſt an impious age, 

Or ſave from Lawleſs Pow'r a Fav'rite Lang 
Mounted on Wings of Winds, they ſteer their Courſe; 
And wondrous is cheir Speed, "_ wondrous is their Force. 

11 4 | I All 
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2 F500 the Creator, 


I. 


All dark as yet, th? unactive Maſs 
Lay bound in heavy Chains of Sleep, 
When big with Life Go p's awful Spirit 
Sat brooding o' er the mighty Deep. Fo 
Let there be Light, He ſaid ; and lo, : 
The nimble Beams the FIAT heard, | 
Sprang from the Womb of Ancient Night, 
And cheerful Light its ſmiling Viſage reard : 
On Purple Wings it upward flew, 
And by his Order fixt on high ; 
Around its darting Glories threw, 
And ſtainꝰd the Curtains of the Skie : 
Whether it paints the bluſhing Eaſt 
With Roſie Streakes, or gilds the Weſt : 
Not undiſcernꝰd by Him, the Heav'nly Ray, 
He ſaw that it was Good, and bleſt che Infant Day: 


II. 

[| The vaſt Abyſs now meets his Eyes 

= Where Nature yet in Embrio lies; 

MH Where Tyrants of the boundleſs Plain 

| Chaos and wild Diſorder Reign; 

j > The Hor, the Cold, che Moiſt, the Dry 
| Blended in vaſt Confuſion lie: 


| 
| Around in circling Whirlpools play, 
And wina Momentary Day. 


Struggling they bear alternate Sway, A 


IIL 


- But to his Dread Command Obedienc prove, 
| | And now no more for fruitleſs Empire tyz - + * 
3 


The various Seeds of future Beings move, 
And each to their appointed Stations fly; 


N There wait his Voice, and at his wondrous Call | 
| Leap ſudden into Life, and Form this Beauteous A LL. 


f | © 1 
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and the Preſerver. 2 


L 
In the great Lap of Nature lay d. 
And breaking from its Ooſie Bed, 
The Huge, the Pondrous Globe of Earth 
| Above the Waters rears its Head. 
The tall, ch? aſpiring Mountains rife, 
And high in Air their Forcheads ſhow ; 
Some their broad Shoulders hide in Clouds, 
And proudly caſt a length of Shade below. 
Beneath che hambler Valley lies, 
Where, in their Kinds, the Flocks are ſeen 5 
Where new created Sweets ariſe, 
And with freſh Verdure cloathe the Plain. 
Swifter than flitting Winds, the Roe 
Is ſeen to quit the Mountains Brow : 
He ſeeks the Stream which living Fountains yield, 


Sweeps oer the Flow'ry Lawns, and flies along the Field. 


IL 


The mighty Deep his Eye ſuryeys, _ 

When {trait its watry World obeys; 

Here the rough Surges loudly roar, 

And in proud Waves inſult the Shoar : - 

There ſofter Rills more eaſie glide, 
And ſteal adown the Mountain's Side. 
© Various the winding Rivers paſs, 5 
Cooling the ſultry Meadow?s Face, b Ni 8 
„ And gentiy roll cheir floating Glaſs. 


III 


Some, where the dreadful Precipice on hig 
Does to th affrighted View its Horrors ſhew, - 
In a white Milt diſperſt involve the Sk ie. 
And from the Airy Summit plunge belowymp];;, + 
Then join their ſcatterꝰd Streams, and force their Way, 
Ruſh headlong O er the Plain, and pour ints the Sea. 


10 4 I. See 
?:.. _ 4 . &.. , 


- 


— 


3 9op the Creitor, 


„ 
See, at his Voice the blooming Spring 


In rich Attire the Autumn meets 
She rivals with her Flow'rs its Fruits, 
And boaſts a Wilderneſs of Sweets : 
Her lovely Off- ſpring, Nature's Pride, 
Diſcloſe their Beauties all around; 
With Odors ſcent the Balmy Air, 
And with a gay Profuſion ſtrew the Ground. 
The Vine in Purple Bluſhes dreſt, 
Cloſe to the Elm, diſplays her Charms, 
Curls her ſoft Tendrils round his Waſte, 
And ſpreads luxuriantly her Arms, 
The ripened Grain on riſing Fields, 
To Man a pleaſing Proſpect yields: 
In even Ranks the waving Heads appear, 
Bend with the fruitful Load, and crown the luſty Year: 


I 


Go p Spake, when ſtrait above the reſt 

(Fair Native of the Spicy Eaſt ) 

A Garden roſe, delicious Scene, 

Of flowry Walks, and lively Green ; 
Whatever Sweets adorn the Woods,  «@ * 

Paint che Fields, or grace the Floods, 
All that's Lovely, all that's Fair, 
Form'd by his peculiar Care, 6 
Unite their Charms, and fix them there: 


III. 


On evꝰry Tree the tuneful Choir appears, 
Of warbling Birds which ſing their artleſs Lays; 
Firſt taught by Him to charm the liſt'ning Ears. 
And pay Him back his Muſick in his Praiſe 
Such BD EN was, his Fav'rite's ſoft Abode, 
Rais d by a Hand Divine, and worthy of a Gor, + 
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and the Preſerver. 5 


I; 


Great Nature's watchful Eye, the SU N; 
Hears his Voice, and mounts the Skies 
Who comb'd his Beamy Locks with Gold, 
And bid the. wondrous Planet riſe. 
Around his Orb in meaſur?d Dance 
The cucling Hours and Months appear; 
The ſwifc-wing?d Minutes lightly move, 
And mark the Periods of the rolling Year. 
When from on high he darts his Fires, 
The glowing Breaſt co Tranſport warms ; 
Life bounds afreſh with ſoft Deſires, 
And Roſie Beauty ſweetly charms : 
His flaming Arrows pierce che Flood, 
And to the Bottom bake the Mud: 
Where &er He points his Beams gay Landskips riſe, 


Whilſt with his quicK?ning Touch He paints chem as He flies. 


It. 


But when He ſhoots a milder Ray, 
And downward drives the falling Day ; 
Cool Evening now its Beauty rears, 
And bluſhes in its Dewy Tears: 
The wand'ring Flocks no longer roye, 
Bur ſeek the Covert of the Grove : 
The fighting Winds now ceaſe to roar, 
The droufie Ocean ſtorms no more, | 
Bur gently dies along che Shoar, 


III. 


Near to the Margin of ſome peaceful Flood, 

The Nightingal alone in mournful Strains 
Tunes her ſweet Chorals to the Ecchoing Wood, 
And wich her various Muſick fills the Plains: 
Sleep ſhakes its downy Wings o'er Man and Beaſt. 
The Sour melts choughtlels down, and ſoftens into Reſk, 
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GOD the Creator, 


I. 


The lovely ERR of ſilent Shades, 
The "i oj in trembling Streams of Light, 
Wheels her pale Chariot flowly on 
Oder the ſoft Boſom of the Night: 
Millions of bright refulgent Worlds 
Heaven's glitt'ring Lamps are ſeen to riſe; 
They as her Vugin Train appear, 
And She the fair Vicegerent of the Skies, 
Each Planet in its rolling Sphere 
Proclaims aloud the SACRED NAME, 
Wich Suunds harmonious charms the Air, 
And ſpeaks the Pow ER from whence Ic came : 
Here in full Blaze they fingly ſhine, 
Whilſt ſome their mingled Beauties join, 
Like a rich Pavement on the Face of Night 


Burn with promiſcuous Beams, a Galaxy of Light. 


II. 


Whilſt wearied Nature ſleeps around, 

And Silence broods upon the Ground, 

Fird with a painful Thirſt of Blood | 

The gen'rous Lion ſeeks his Food: 

The trembling Flocks his Rage deſcry, 

And round cb affrighted Shepherd fe; 

But where the Herd more careleſs tray, 

With ſullen Joy He takes his Way, 7 hs” 
And leaps at once upon the Prey. 


II. 


In vain they ſtruggle with Superior Might, 
His fierceſt Foes an eaſie Conqueſt yield; 
Till from on high He ſees returning Li ght, 
And grieves to quit the Triumphs of the Field, 


He roars alaud, He ſhakes his angry Mane, 


Grips back upon the Day, and ſcours _—_ the hin- 


L Loſt 


and the Preſerver. 7 
I, 
Loſt in an endleſs Maze of Thought, 
What Limits can our Wonder keep? 
What Tongue can ſpeak z what Heart conceive, 
Great God, thy Actions in the Deep! 
High as its frothy Billows riſe 
The vaſt Enquiry lifts the SOUL, 
And ſtretches out the MIND as wide 
| As fierceſt Storms can give its Waves to roll. 
When thy Breath heaves the ſwelling Tides, 
And ſubtle Lightnings round Thee play, 
When thy keen Wrath in Whirlwinds rides, 
And in black Clouds involves the Day, 
Thy Voice can cauſe their Rage to ceaſe, 
And ſpeak the Thunder into Peace: 
Thy ANGEL at the Word darts ſwiftly down, 
Bounds lightly o'er the Waves, and bids them ſmoothly Run, 


II. 


Where Moſſy Caves the Sight 19 oth 
And bluſhing Groves /of Coral riſe, | 

The Fiſh their various Tribute bring, 
| And of the Ocean hail Thee KING: 

To court thy Eye their Revels keep, 

And skim with eaſie Fins the Deep: 

On Thee they wait with one Accord, 
As form'd by thy ALMIGHTY WORD, ; 
And in juſt Praiſe confeſs Thee LORD. 


| . III. 


Warm'd wich the Glories of a ſmiling Day, 
The wanton Dolphins do each other chace, 
Ihro' the green Waves their $ilyer Scales diſplay, 
And ſwWiftly preſs to win the Watry Race: 
Fluſh'd with immoderate Life, they ſcorn to yield, | 
Bus dag w che Goal, diyide.che Honours ofthe Field. 


GOD the Creator, 


I. 


Lo, the great Monarch of the Floods, 


Leviathax in Pomp appears, 


Like ſome large floating Ifland moves, 


And his huge Bulk in Triumph rears : 


Swiftly th? aftrighted Waves divide, 


When thro? the Deep He plows his Way; 


In awkward Sport He rolls along, 
And from his ample Forehead ſpouts a Sea. 
Pleasꝰd to obſerve the Danger nigh, 


He treats with Scorn the hiſſing Spear, 


And mocks the Arrows as they fly, 


As the dull Trump'ry of the War. 


What Hand bur thine, Great God, could give 
Th? unweildy Maſs to move; and live? 
Yet He, ev'n He, does for his Food reſort, 
Obedient to thy Call, to grace thy Warry Court. 


II. 


Fond Man ſhall tempt the ſtormy Main, 
(Oh, whither won't He ſteer for Gain!) 


Of preſent. Bliſs forego his Hold, 


And barter. Happineſs for Gold. 


See the tall Ship wich flutPring Pride 


Upon the dancing Billows ride : 
When long expected Gales prove kind, 


. She leaves the leſs'ning Shoar behind, 


And gives her Colours to the Wind. 


III. 


But when the angry Surge begins to rage, (12474 43 EU 
And thro? the boundleſs Waſte the Tempeſts roar, 5 
O Gracious God, do Thou their Wrath aſſwage, 
And bid the fighting Whirlwinds ſtorm no more: 
Let gentle Piry flow) within thy Breaſt; 
Oh cheer his _—_— Soul, and Wa che 'wearied Sailor Reſt 


I Fountain 


and the Preſerver. — 


1. 


Fountain of Joy, Eternal Spring, 
From whom our Mortal Beings flow, 
How doſt Thou deal thy Good around ? 
And bleſs the Subject World below? 
How ſhall we clear the large Account ? 
We wretched Heaps of Duſt, and Sin, 
Would we our Gratitude expreſs ? 

Where ſhall our vaſt Acknowledgement begin ? 
When we chy wondrous Works ſurvey, 
And mufing feaſt our raviſh®d Eyes; 

The lovely — knows no Decay, 
But in exhauſted Beauties riſe: 
When thy juſt Praiſes claim our Song, 
Expreſſion dies upon the Tongue: 
Too big for Birth, our faltring Accents break; 
And Silenen muſt enforce what we want Pow?r to ſpeak... 


II. 


Thy Creatures all 8 ſtand, 
And wait the Bounty of thy Hand; xd 
Whether they haunt the ſhady Woods, 
Graſe the Plain, or range the Floods: ; | 
Whether of various Kinds the Fowl 
Which row the Lake, or ſwim the Pool; 
Happy by Nature, wild, and free, 
Inglorious Chains They chuſe to fle; ; 
Full of Life, and full of THzs. 


III. 


Even the ſmall Ants do thy Protection ſhare, 
By Thee advis d, to ſave their Wintry Store; 

Their little Commonwealth employs thy 8 
Too wile to want, too frugal to be poor: 

Well may 1 ſhame the _— Schemes of 
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GOD the cen 


J. 


In all the Radiant Pomp of Heay*n, 


Placd on thy bright refulgent Throne, 


Regard thy ISR AEL here below, 


And look with ſoft Compaſſion down. 


And Thou, my Sour, wich ſtricteſt Care, 


And trembling Awe, his Statutes keep: 


Think what Thou art, from whom Thou cam'ſt; 5 
Be calmly Wiſe, and let his THUNDER Sleep. 
For, oh! ſhould He but once command 


His dreadful Legions to engage, 


Not Worlds can ſave Thee from his Hand, 


Or dare to skreen Thee from his Rage. 


To the tall Hills wouldſt Thou complain? 
To hide Thee there, alas, is vain : 
Thoſe everlaſting Hills his Rage would flee ; 
Would run about as wild, and prove as weak as Thee. 


II. 


When a Cloud thickens \ his Brow, 
And riſing Storms his Anger ſhew, 

No more theſe ſpringing Sweets appear, 
But ſudden Winter chills the Lear: 


Amazement checks the wondꝰring Flood, 


And the MOON blots her Orb with Blood ; 


Each Creature to its Duſt returns, 


The SUN no more in Glory burns, 


And Univerſal Nature mourns, 


III. 


Wich folded Arms the Penſive Gardner ſtands, 
Whilſt his Deſtroying ANGEL taints the Air, 


Which ſpreads the dire Contagion o%er his Lands, 


And nips the Glories of his Flow*ry Care: 


On the parch?®d Earth their with'ring Beauty lies, 
Whillt blaſted by his Breath, the fair CR&A T10N die: 


I. Hail, 


/ 


und the Preſervey, 
J. 
Hail, Man belov'd, whoſe ſhining Form 
Employ'd thy MAKE R's Nobleſt Care; 
Who ſhap'd with Art thy tender Limbs, 
And caſt Thee in a:Mould ſo fair: 
Thy groſſer Subſtance to refine, 
He purg?d the Maſs from its Allay ; 
Infugd a quick, Immortal SOUL, 
And ſtampt his Glorious IMAGE on the Clay: 
Canſt Thou forget the mean Eſtate 
From which thy humble Lot was ta%en ? 
Or Him who fix'd thy better Fate, 
And: kindly bid Thee Live, and Reign? 
What Privilege to Thee is giv?n, 
Thou laſt, Thou Fav'rite Work of Heav'n, 
With Face erect to view his bright Abode, 
To learn his righteous Laws, and know him for thy Gon 


Thoſe-Ills which guilty Sinners dread 

Shall harmleſs pay xbund thy Head: 

Why ſhouldſt Thou fear the Shock to ſtand, 

When cover'd by thy MARK ER's Hand ? 

He form'd Thee free, as freely Live, 

Enjoy what Innocence can give: 

For Bliſs Supreme thy Taſte prepare, 

Within his Boſom lodge thy Care, 
And place thy lov?d Elixium there. 


III. 


Sleep, happy Man, do Thou ſecurely reſt; 

Let no dark Thought thy even Mind controul, 
Whilſt Virtue reigns the Sov'reign of thy Breaſt, 

And wiſely ſways the Motions of thy SOUL: 
In a ſoft Flow thy eaſie Life ſhall glide ; £6) 
HEAV'N be thy firm Support, and PROVIDENCE thy 

| 1 (Guide. 
I Henee, 


2 900 the Cremer, 


1 


Hence, ye Prophane, ye empty Names, 
Whoſe boaſted Influence We defie ; 
Milcom, and Aſptoreth, and Baal. 
Le idle Rabble of che Skie : 
Pounded to Duſt, your Statues fall, 
Your Solemn Rites ſhal] ſound no more; 
Your Maker's MAKER as our Lord 
We own with Tranſport, and with Pride adore. 
Ye Angels, praiſe. his Sacred NAME, 
Ie heard the mighty FIATgivng _ 
And hail'd the Wo RD with loud Acclaim, 
Which ſhook the Battlements of Heawn : 
Whilſt wond'ring Worlds ſhall catch the Sound, 
And waft the hallow'd Notes around; 
With flying Fingers touch the trembling Lyre, 
Sweet as what Love Divine and Gratitude inſpire. 


II. 


Whilſt fervent Vows from Altars riſe, 

And Clouds of Incenſe reach the Skies; 

Whilſt Nature ſpeaks in ey'ry Part, 

And Senſe of Duty warms the Heart; 

Couldſt Thou, my Soul, forgetful be? 
Silence would be a Crime in The. 0 
Rais d on Devotion's ſwifteſt Wing, 0 1 
Do Thou thy tuneful Tribute bring 5 
To Him, who gave che Muſe to ſing. 


III. 


How vaſt the Thought? How daring are the Lays, 
Which ſpeak thy Actions to recording Fame? | 
To ſound to liſtning Worlds, Great Gd p! thy Praiſe; -/ 
Weak is my Force, tho? Glorious is my Theme. 
Mount, mount, my Soul, in that Etherial Fire. 


Which burns within my Heart, and never ſhall expire. L, 
E 1 N 1 
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